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The Tragedieoffulius Qafar. 


Trleff My felfe hauc Letters of the felfe-famc Tenure. 

Br*. With what Addition. 

Meff. That by profcription^and b.illes of Qutlarie, 
Ottauius, Antony , and Lepidus, 
Haue put to death,an hundred Senators. 

Bru. Theiein our Letters do not well agree : 
Mine fpeake of feuenty Senators, that dy'dc 
By their proscriptions, Cicero bejng one, 

Caffi. Cicero one ? 

^^.prtwis deadend by that order ofprofcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Bru, No T&tffaU. 

'Meffa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing Mcjjaia. 
Mejfa. That me thmkes is ftrangc. 
Bru. Whyaskcyou? 
Hcare you ought of her, in yours ? 
Meffa. No my Lord. 

*Br*. ,,Now as you arc a Roman tell me true. 
, CMeffa. Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell, 
To*f<crcaijie (he is deadend by ftrangc manner* 

Urn.. Why farewell Portia: We rauft die Mejf&la: 
With meditating that fhe muft dye once, 
I haue th^ patience to endure it now. 

UWefflt. Euen fo great mcn,great lofles (hold indure. 

Caffi. I haue as much of this in Art as you, 
But yetmy Nature could notbeareit fo. 

Bra. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinkc 
Of marching to Pfo/r/^iprefently. 

Caffi. I do not thtnke it good. 

Br*. Yourreafon? 

Caffi. This it is : ' 
Tis better that the Enemie feeke vs, 
Sofliall he wafte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing htmfelfe offence, whii'ft we lying ft ill, 
Arc full of reft, defence,and nimblcncfle. 

'Bru.Good rcafons muft of force giue place to better : 
The people 'twixt Philippi, and . this ground 
Do ftand but in a fore'd affc&ion : 
For they haue grug'd vs Contribution.' 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By tijera fhall make a fuller number vp, 
Come on refretht, new added, and encourag'd : 
From which aduantagc il^all we cut him oft 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Thcfe people at ourbacke. 

Cap. Hearc me good Brother. 

"Bru. Vnder your pardon. You muft note befide, 
That we haue tride the vtmoft of our Friends : 
Our Legions 3re brim full, our caufc is ripe, 
The Enemy encrcalcth euery day, 
We a: the heighr,arcreadic ro decline. 
There is a Tide in the affayres of men, 
.Which taken at the Flood, leades on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life, 
Is bound in Shal!owes,and in Miferies. 
On fu ch a full Sea are we now a-floac, 
And vvc muft take the current when it fcrucs, 
Or !oofc our Ventures, 

CaJJl Then with your will go on : wee 1 along 
Our lelues, and u>cet them at Phi/ippi. 

"Br*. The deepe of night is crept vpon our talke, 
And Nature muft obey Neceflitie, 
Which we will niggard with a little reft ; 
There is no more to fay . 

Caffi. No more, good night, 


Early to morrow will we rife, and hence 
Enter Lucius. 

Br*. Lucius my Gownc: farewell good MefT i 
Good night Tttinius : Noble,Noble C*ff m " > 
Good night,and good repofe. 

Cajft. O my deere Brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Neucr come fuch diuifion'cwccnc our foules - 
Let it not Brutus. 

Enter Lucius with the Come. 

'Brn. Euery thing is well. 

Caffi. Good night my Lord. 

'Br*. Goodnight good Brother. 

Tit. Mejfa. Goodnight Lord Brutus. 

*Bru. Farwcll euery one. p 
GiucmetheGowne. Where is thy Inftrumcnt? ** 

Luc. Heere in the Tent. 

'Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drowfilyf 
Poore knaue I blame thee not, thou art ore-watch'd 
Call C /audio ,and fome other of my men 
He haue them fleepe on Cuflhions in my Tent, 

Luc. Varr 'us ,andC laudio. 

Enter V arru: and Claudio % 

Var. Cals my Lord ? 

'Bru. I pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe * 
It may be I fhall raife you by and by 
On bufinefleco my Brother Caffius. 

Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, 
And watch your pleafure. 

Bru. I will^inot haue it fo ; Lye downe ^ood firs 
It may be I fhall otherwife bethinkc me. 
Looke Luctus, heerc's the booke 1 fought for fo : 
I put it in the pocket of my Go wne. 

Luc. I wasfureyojur Loidftiipdid not giue it me, 

Bru. Bcare with me good Boy ,1 am much forgetful!, 
Canft chou hold vp thy heame eyes a- while, 
And touch thy Inftrumcnt a ftraine or two. 

Luc. I my Loid, an't pleafcyou. 

r Brts. It does my Boy : 
I trouble chee too much, but thou art willing, 

Luc. Itisuny duty Sir. 

'Brut. I (hculelnot vrge thy duty paft thy might, 
I know yong bloods looke for a time of reft. 

Luc. Ihaueflcptmy Lord already. 

*Bru* It was well done 3 and thou (halt fleepe againe: 
I will not hold thee long, ]fl doliuc, 
I will be good to thee. 

Muficke, and a Song. 
This is a flcepy Tune : O M urdrous flumblcr ! 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace vpon my Boy, 
That playesthec Muficke ? Gentle knaue good night; 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee : 
If thou do'ft nod, thoubrcak'ft thy Inftrumcnt, 
lie take it from thee, and (good Boy)good night. 
Let me fee, let me fee; is not the Lcafe turn'd downc 
Where I left reading ? Heere it is I thinke. 

Enter the Ghoft of C afar. 
How ill this Taper burnes. Ha ! Who comes hecrc? 
1 thinke it is the weakenefle of mine eyes 
That fhapes this monftrous Apparition. 
It comes vpon me : Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou fpme God, fome Angell, or fome Dwell, 
That mak'ft my blood cold , and my haire to flare ? 
Speake to me, what thou art. 

Ghoft. Thy cuill Spirit Brutus ? 

Br** Why cora'ft thou? 

Ghofl. 
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^Ghoft. To tell thee thou {halt fee me at Philippi. 
Brut. Well : then I fhall fee thee againe ? 
Ghoft. I,at Philippi. 

Brut. Why I will fc.e :hcc at Philippi then: 
tJoW I haue taken hearc, thou vanilheft. 
jjjgpirit, \ would hold more talke with thee. 
$ 0 y 7 Lucius, farrus, Claudto^S'xxs : Awake: 
CUndio. 

Luc. The firings my Lord,are falfe. 
Br*. He thinkes be ftill is at his Inftrumcnt. 
l#ciut, awake. 
Luc. My Lord. 

<Bru. Did'ft thou dreame Lucu* 3 that thou fo cryedft 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I d^not know that I did cry. 

Uru ♦ Yes that thou did'ft : Did'ft thou fee any thing ? 

Luc. Nothingmy Lord. 

Br*. Slcepe againe Lucius: Sirra Cfaudio y Fellow , 
Thou: Awake. 
Var. My Lord. 
CUu. My Lord. 

'Br*. Why did you fo cry out firs,in your fleepe? 

Both. Did we my Lord ? 

Br*. I : faw you any thing? 

Var. No my Lord, I faw nothing. 

Qau. Nor I my Lord. 

c Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Caffius : 
Bid him fet on his Powres betimes before, . 
And we will follow. 

Both. Itftiallbedonemy Lord* Exeunt 


JBus Omni us. 


Enter Otlauius 9 Antony y and their Army. 

Otto* Now^;;^7,cur hopes are anfwered, 
You faid the Enemy would not come downc, 
But kcepe the Hilles and vpper Regions: 
leprouesnot fo : their battailes are at hand, 
They meane to warnc vs at Philippi heere : 
Anfwering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut I am in their bofomes,and I kpow 
Wherefore they do it : They could be content 
To vifit other places, and come downe 
With fearefull braucry: thinking by this face 
To faften in our thoughts that they hauc Courage ; 
But*tis not fo. 

Enter a Meffcnger. * 
* Mef Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew : 
Their bloody figne of Battell is hung out, 
And fomcthing to be done immediately. 

tsfnt. Oftauius, lc3de your Battaile foftly on 
Vpon the left hand of the euen Field, 

Otta< Vpon the right hand I ,keepe thou the lefc. 

Ant. Why do you croffe roc in this exigent. 

Ocla. I do not croffe you i but 1 will do fo. March. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Caffius^ their Army. 
Brn. They ftand,and would haue parley. 
C*lfi* Stand faft Titinius, wc muft out and talke. 
Otta. Mark Antony y {hall we giue figne of Battaile ? 
Ant. No C&far.we will anfwer on their Charge. 
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Make forth, the Generals would hau£ fome words. 

Oct. Stirrc not vnrill the Signall. 

Br*. Words before blowes : i s it fo Countrymen ? 

Otta. Not that wc loue words better,as you do. 

#n*.Good words are better then bad ftrokes Ottauius. 

An.In your bad ftrokes e Brutm y you giue good words 
Witnefle the hole you made in Cafars heart, 
Crying long liuc, HzWcCafar, 

Caffi. Antony , 
The poflurc of your blowes are yet vnknowne : 
But for your words, they rob the Hjbla Bees, 
And leaue them Hony-Ieffe. 

AriU Not ftinglefle too/ 

*Byk. Oyes 7 and foundleffe too • 
For yon haue ftolne their buzzing Antony, 
And very wifely threat before yon fling. 

Ant. Villains ? you did not fo, when yotfr vile daggers 
Hackt one another io the fides of Cafar : 
You fticw'd your teethes like Apes, 
And fawn'd like Hounds, 
And bow'd like Bondmen, kifling Cafars fcete ; 
Whii'ft damned faska, like a Curre, behinde 
Strooke Cxfar on the necke. O you Flatterers, 

Caffi FlatterersfNow "Brutus thank e your felfe, 
This tongue had not offended fo to d3y, 
If Cajfiw might haue rul'd. 

Off^.Comc, come,the caufe.If arguing make vs fwet, 
The proofe of it will turne to redder drops : 
Looke, t draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
When thinke you that the Sword goes vp againe ? 
Ncuer till Cafirs three and thirtie wounds 
Be well imeng'd; or till another Ctjar 
Haueadded flaughter to the Sword ofTraitorf. 

'Brut. C.£f*r y thou canft not dye by Traitors hands, 
Vnleflc rhou bring'ft them with thee. > 

Olla. Sol hope : 
I was not borne to dye on 'Brutus Sword. 

Br*. O ifthou wer't theNobleftofthy Srraine, 
Yong-man, thou could'ft not dye more honourable. 

Caffi. A peeuifh SchooUboy,worthIes of fuch Honor 
Ioyn d with a Masker,and a Reucller f 

Ant. Old Caffius ftill. 
Ocia. Come isfntony : away: 
Defiance Traitors, hurle wc in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field ; 
If not, when you haue ftomackes. 

Exit Otlauius, Antony , and Army 
Caffi. Why now blow winde, fwcll Billow, 
And fwimme Barkc : 

The Storme is vp,and all is on the hazard. 
3ru. Ho LuciliiuS) hearke> a word with you. 

Lucillnu and Me ffiala ftand forth. 

Luc. MvLord. 
Caffi Mefala. 

Mtffa. What fayes my Generall ? 

C0i. CMeffala^his is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Was Caffius borne. Giuemc thy hand Ttiejfala: 
Be thou my witnefle, that againft my will j 
(As Pompey was) am I compell'd to fee 
Vpo.i one Battell all our Liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicttrus ftrong, 
And his Opinion : Now I change myminde 7 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Comming from Sardis, on our former Enfigne 
Two mighty Eaglesfcll, and there they pcarch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands, 
Who-) 


